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On Thurſlay, the 11th of May, 1187, J 
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Their Royal Highneſſes the Princeſs Royal, the Princeſs Auguſta, the - 2M 
8 . Elizabeth, the mo Mary, and the Princeſs Sophia. 2 
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Mr. Lovemore, ; | Tun EARL or Dersy. 
Bir Brilliant Faſhion, Tun Hox. MR. EbocuuzE. 
Sir Baſhfull Conſtant, Toons Major ARraBtN. 
William, Servant to Mr. Lovemore, Sin HENRY ENGLEFIELD. / | 
Sideboard, Servant to Sir Baſh Full Conſtaus, Mu. CaurnEkr. 2 
n ef r Bd i 4 
Mrs. Lovemore, | Tun Hox: Mans. DaukR. 5 3 
The Widow Bellmour, | 4 Taz Hon. Mrs, Honarr. 
| Lady Conſtant, "ws MISS CauPBELL. 
Muſlin, Maid to Mrs. Lovemore, Mars. Bruce. 
Mignionet, Maid to Mrs. Bell mour, M Xsõ. BLovsE. 


The Prologue Written by The Right ' Honourable General Conway, - 
and Spoken by The Honourable Mrs, Hobart. 


The 22 Written by The Rig 2b Honourable Lieut, Gen. Burgoyne, 
and Spoken by The ena Mrs. Damer. 25 2 
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3 : 2 I was doom'd to tread the awful 3 
Thank Heaven that Seed me in this poliſh'd age! 
ho was a time, we're told, when in a cart 
I might have play'd this lovely Widow's part; 
Or travell'd like a pedlar with a pack, 
And my whole homely Wardrobe at my back; 
But, truth; 1 feel no fancy for ſuch mumming; 
And ſure one's dreſs ſhould be at leaſt becoming 
No Rainbow Silks then flaunted in the wind; 
No Gauzes ſwell'd before; nor Cork behind; 
No Diamonds then with all their ſparkling train, 
Nor Rouge, nor Powder, &en a ſingle grain. 
—were {imple times, the learn'd agree.— 


Simple iþdeed ! too fimple much for me 

Another age produc'd a diff rent ſcene ; 
All grand and ſtately, as the firſt was mean, 
The change indeed was total, 4 /a lettre; 
Yet I can hardly ſay 'twas for the better. 
For was't not ſtrange to ſee a well-dreſt Player 25 
Strut on high buſkins in the open air; 
Then bawl to Galleries high as any Steeple; 
Or ſqueak thro Pipes to forty thouſand people ? 
Good Heavens how horrid! what a monſt'rous notion | 
Twou'd quite deprive one of all ſpeech and motion. 
And then to wear one ſettled, ſtrange grimace, 


Or endleſs Simpers on a paſteboard face ; 
To hide the beauties bounteous Nature made, 
Beneath a ſtifling Vizard's filthy ſhade ; 
To loſe of Siddons' glance the proud controul, 
Or ſwimming eye that paints the melting ſoul; 
Th'obedient brow that can be ſtern, or meek; 
The dimpling bluſh that dwells on Farren's check ; 
The well tun'd airs that ſuit each varying part; 
And looks that talk the language of the heart! 
Theſe Ancients, we're aſſur d were wond'rous wits ; 
In taſte I'd rather truſt our honeſt Cits : 
They might be learn'd with all their muſty rules ; 
For me, I ſet them down as errant fools z 
And muſt conclude, midſt all thoſe boaſted arts, 
| Their Augjences, had neither eyes nor hearts, 
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To modern Stages too, in my conception, 
One fairly might produce ſome juſt objection; 
'Tis ſuch a concourſe, ſuch a ſtaring ſhow! 
Mobs ſhout above, and Criticks ſnarl below. 
But when their Battle, in its dire array, 
Vents its full rage on Players or on Play, 25 
You'd think yourſelf a hundred leagues from ſhore; N 
The Boatſwain whiſtles, and the Monſters roar. 

True; for Ambition *tis an ample field; 
Vaſt crops of praiſe its fertile regions yield, 


But rankling thorns infeſt the genial ſoil, 

And keeneſt tempeſts blaſt the planter's toil. 
While here, in this fair Garden's calm retreat, 

At once the Virtues, and the Muſe's ſeat; 

Where friendly Suns their kindeſt influence Thed, 

Each tender Plant may dauntleſs rear its head. 

Here in the peaceful filence of the Grove, 

Sacred to friendſhip and to friendly love; 

If an Unlicens'd, tho' not Venal Band, 

Have dar'd with zealous, yet with trembling hand, 


— , 


Ent'ring with pious awe their hallow'd fhrine, 
To raiſe an Altar to the Heav'nly Nine; 

If ſtrongly ardent in ſo fair a cauſe, 

We have tranſgreſs'd while we revere the Laws; 
Een Cæſar's ſelf their Guardian and their Friend, 
Will chro' our error fee its nobler end. 

Patron of Arts, he'll-own the generous flame; 
The friends of Taſte and Freedom, are the ſame! 
And ſhou'd the gracious Pow'rs which can reſtrain, 1 
E'en by their preſence conſecrate our Scene; 

Kindly indulgent to the Muſe they love, 

Shou'd they protect attempts they might reprove ; 

With condeſcention that each fear beguil's; 

You'll read our Licence in their fav'ring ſmiles. 
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When Life's beſt Lot is the affur'd reward? 

Does Man, unthinking Man, his ſhare defpiſe 2 2 
Or does weak, Woman throw away the prize ? 

"Tis in ourſelves our Empire to maintain: 
I've trac!'d the happy Image in my brain, 
Smiling ſhe fits and weaves her roſy chain. 
Oh! cou'd my humble Skill, which often ſtrove 
In mimic Stone to copy forms I love, 


By ſoft gradation reach a higher art, 


And bring to view a ſculpture of the heart! 
Fl try; and cull Materials as my” re ſcatter” 4— 
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Firſt, Temper—gentle, uniform, obedient— 

Yes, mighty Sirs—we know your grand ingredient : 
[ have it in that Face (writes) th' example's down 
That ſeldom wears; and never meets a frown. 
Vivacity and Wit (looks round) I'l take from vou 
And Sentiment, from Lady I know who. 

Truth and Diſeretion there — how they adorn her! 
And Delicacy—peeping from that corner. 


For Senſibility, where ſmiles and ſighs 


In Pain or Joy with blended ſoftneſs rife, 

I ſee it breaking thro' yon lovely bloom, — 

For a deſire to pleaſe—T'll look at home. 
Hypocriſy—don't ſtart—ſhe wants one grain, 

One little atom, juſt to cover pain, 

When not content with bleſſings in her power 
Her Truant robs her Ay'rice of an hour. 

Such are the gifts th' attentive Loves ſhould bring, 
A hoop of gems to guard the bridal ring. 

Need I, here, point to, Vartues more ſublime! . 
Unchang'd by faſhion, unimpair'd by time! 

To higher duties of connubial ties 

To mutual bleſſings that from duties riſe ! 

Your looks—your hearts—the bright aſſemblage own, 
Which Heaven to emulative life has ſhown, 
And plac, d, in + Sub 908 on a throne. 


